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Chapter 1: The Night After
Chapter Text
Ashley took aim, holding her mother's toothless skull between her dry hands as she tried to find the perfect arch for the cranium to soar into the black river. She pushed against it, and right as she was about to let it go flying, her brother, Andrew, slammed into her shoulder, making her only throw it about two meters out into the water.

"Hey!" She yelled. He chucked their father's skull into the water few meters out, landing with a splash; he looked back at her, she wore an exaggerated frown that made him burst into laughter.

"What's so funny?" She couldn't help but crack a smile herself.

"Nothing, nothing." He calmed down.

Andrew leaned down and stroked her hair lovingly, she cooed and nuzzled against his hand. "So what now?" She asked.

"No clue," he said, "what do you wanna do?"

She smirked, "Well, this is new. What for?"

"Everything for this episode is taken care of. Bones are discarded, blood's gone, meat's eaten. We have all night to do whatever."

"Episode? Are you coming back around on Andy and Leyley?"

"Don't start it." His smile dropped. "So, what do you want?"

"I'm still hungry. What's open?"

"I don't know."

"Well, we could do fast food, wanna look for pedestrians?" She giggled, she saw him hide a snicker.

"God, you're awful." He laughed.

"You love me, admit it."

"I do..."

He stared at her, taking all of her in, from her scraggly black hair to her peppermint eyes, from her revealing manner of dress to her teasing gibes. She smirked at his examination and he blushed slightly, averting his eyes to the star speckled sky, leaning against the railing of the bridge.

"What'cha thinking about?" She asked, leaning next to him.

"Space." He lied.

"Space?"

"Just, the vastness of it all. I mean, all those stars have planets orbiting them, right? So there's just billions of planets out there."

"Do you think there's life out there?"

"Probably. It wouldn't make sense if we were the only life in the universe. It'd be kinda scary, being alone."

"I don't know, I wouldn't mind if we were the only life." She looked up at him. "You think, if there are aliens, some of them are looking up at space and wondering the same thing?"

"I don't know." He sighed deeply, not one of his exhausted, whiny sighs, much more like he was exhaling out of his anxieties from his mind. Lights beamed from down the road, and Andrew panicked; the car rolled closer and the two could make out the logo of the city's police force.

Ashley, thinking on her feet, grabbed her brother by the collar and leaned him down, planting a kiss directly on his lips. The cop car came to a halt next to them, the officer rolled down the window and pointed a flashlight at them.

"What the hell are you two doing at this hour?"

"Nothing, officer!" Ashley smiled coyly, "Me and my boyfriend just like to come out to the bridge to make out sometimes, the moonlight and the river make it really romantic."

The officer turned off the light. "Ah, young love. Well, pack it up and go home, got a report about some suspicious looking kids hanging out by the bridge."

"Will do, sir!"

He drove off and Andrew was left to gawk at his sister with a bright pink face.

"Boyfriend?" He said with his jaw hanging. "Is that really the first thing you thought of?"

"I'd like to see you think of something better. Besides, I know you enjoyed the kiss, I've been told I'm a great kisser."

"By who?"

"A lady doesn't kiss and tell." She dodged the question. The truth was that she had never been told that she was a great kisser, in fact, that was her first kiss.

They hopped in the car, Andrew still making little glances at her every few seconds with wide eyes, making his pupils look more like little green dots. She smiled and looked outside the window at the thought of the kiss. Ashley spied a 24 hour diner off the side of the road and pestered her brother until he pulled over. They sat down and ordered their third meal of the night; Andrew ordered scrambled eggs and bacon, Ashley ordered pancakes.

"And will you two be splitting the check?" The waitress asked.

"No, no, I'll pay." Andrew said, holding out his father's wallet.

His sister smirked at him as the waitress walked off. "Such a good boyfriend!"

"Fuck off, I carry the money, I pay." He spat.

"Mhm..." She kicked him lightly under the table, he kicked right back.

"So, tomorrow, we have a busy day. We have to start looking for IDs and a place to live."

"Why can't we just stay at Mom and Dad's?"

"It'll be suspicious if their two kids are lurking around while they haven't been seen for a while."

"We can just say we're them, that they got plastic surgery and now they look like this!"

"That's the dumbest idea you've ever had."

She pouted, "You're the dumbest idea Mom and Dad ever had..."

"At least they wanted me."

That was too far, and they both knew it. She sulked into the red faux-leather booth, crossed her arms, and stared at him with a mixture of disappointment and depression. "Apologize."

"Why? What I said was right." He buried his attention into his empty coffee mug, trying not to meet her gaze.

"No, Andy, apologize."

"Didn't I already tell you to drop that?"

"Didn't I already tell you to apologize?"

He indulged on his right to remain silent. Ashley shifted her vision down to her lap, where she begun to play with her hands.

"Do you not want me either?" Her anger had faded from her voice, and she looked back up at him with soft eyes.

"What kind of question is that?" Andrew returned the retinal gesture.

"You're just confusing." She looked out the window they sat next to. "You're soft and nice one second, then you're a total piece of shit the next, I just wish you would tell me what you're thinking."

"I'm sorry, Ashley." He said honestly.

"So, answer the question, do you want me in your life?"

"...Of course I do." He said, not as honestly.

Their food arrived and Ashley began to pick at her pancakes before beginning to devolve into some primordial force of hunger as she slurped down the sickly sweet flesh of the cakes. Andrew didn't even pick up his fork, he just stared at the sizzling bacon and overcooked, curdled eggs, letting the question bounce around in his mind.

Eventually, he poked at the pork product, taking the tiniest bit and placing it on his tongue. He chewed, and when he attempted to swallow, his mind flashed.

"Don't you dare spit that up!" Ashley's hand covered his mouth; they were back in their disgusting little apartment. Trash and dirty clothes caked the floor as the siblings sat across from each other with their plates heaping with piles of meat.

Human meat.

"Swallow." He heard her say, and his vision flicked back to the diner. The meat slid down his throat and left a sour taste in his mouth, much like the taste of his fellow man. He felt like he was going to puke, sitting up and rushing to the bathroom. He voided his guts of everything, lighting up a cigarette after to try and get the taste off his tongue.

Ashley was left to sit at the booth with her thoughts and an empty plate of pancakes. Right as she mustered up the courage to walk into the bathroom and try to comfort him, the waitress came back.

"I have the check whenever you two are ready, now, where'd your little boyfriend run off to?"

"Oh, he went to the restroom." She sank back into the booth.

The older woman sat the check down with two peppermints lying on top. Ashley snatched one of them and let the mint envelop her taste buds, almost as sweet and refreshing as the thought that reentered her mind: the one of Andrew as her boyfriend and her as his girlfriend. She giggled quietly to herself as she imagined it, it wouldn't be all that different than their current relationship, would it? Cuddling, watching movies, eating meals together. The only thing she knew would be different is the only line that he very clearly refused to cross, no matter how many times she half-jokingly brought it up.

Andrew waddled back to the booth and popped the mint into his mouth to join the nicotine and vomit. "So, ready to go?" He gagged.

"Sure." She smiled slightly.

He placed money on the check and walked out of the restaurant with his sister in tow. They got back to the hitman's car and climbed inside, driving back to their parents' house. She looked over at him as they drove back into the subdivision with a confused look on her face.

"I thought we were gonna look for somewhere else to stay." She blinked.

"That's tomorrow's job, it's almost one in the morning, we should try and get a few hours of sleep."

She nodded. They pulled into the driveway and walked into the house, finding the bedroom, Andrew looking for the night's excuse to sleep with his sister without coming across as needy.

"So, do you still have that talisman thing?" He asked.

"Of course!" She reached into her pocket and pulled out the gnarly little root.

"Alright, and it's recharged and everything?"

She nodded again.

"Do you think we'd be able to get two visions if we both held it?"

"I don't know, how would that even work? It's pretty small."

"We could hold it between our hands."

"How romantic, Andrew~, holding hands while we sleep together."

He blushed. "I didn't mean it like that."

"Mhm."

"Shut up and get ready for bed. Mom and Dad probably have some pajamas, it'd be nicer than sleeping in jeans."

"I'll go look."

She opened up the dresser and saw the monstrous, nearing on ungodly amounts of sex toys piled on the bottom shelf.

"Uh... oh..." Ashley attempted to regain her composure at the shock, "Looks like Mom and Dad picked up some, exciting hobbies."

"Did you not see them when we were looking for money earlier?"

"No, you took the bedroom, remember? Jesus, what are some of these even used for..." She muttered. She opened up some of the drawers and fished out a pair of sleep shorts and a ratty old shirt for Andrew, and an oversized concert shirt for herself.

They changed, facing opposite walls as they did so, though Ashley stole a sneaky look at his defined ass and smirked. The shirt covered her torso, but barely went down to the mid-thigh, which came as a blush-producing surprise to her brother.

"It's not that big of a deal." She shrugged, raising up the shirt and exposing her undergarments for a millisecond.

Andrew's clothes were a tad snug, the pants not covering the full length of his legs.

"So, uh..." He looked back down at the milky flesh of her thighs before quickly averting his attention back to her face, "time for bed?"

"Mhm! Goodnight, Andrew." She flopped onto the bed with an open palm that cradled the trinket. He took her hand as he laid next to her. Ashley noticed his hands were growing sweaty, and she looked up at his pinked face.

She smiled and cuddled against him, closing her eyes and fading into the vision.



Chapter 2: Dreamcatcher
Chapter Text
Andrew lit up a cigarette and sat up in the bed, the scratches on his back screeching with a fresh ache. He took a long drag and spat out the smoke. A finger covered in chipped black nail polish poked at his cheek.

"Penny for your thoughts?" That familiar voice rang in his ear.

"No deal."

"C'mon, give me one word."

He looked down at Ashley, still hugging at the mascara-stained pillow she was using to muffle herself. Her face was painted with sweat and streaks of makeup, her hair was a mess, and hickeys and bitemarks formed a trail from her jawline, down her neck, ending on her shoulders and the supple flesh of her breasts. Her choker hung broken around her neck.

"...Mortifying."

"Huh, didn't seem like it a minute ago. I think the word you're looking for is 'gratifying'."

"Big words don't fit in your mouth."

"Oh yeah? Something else fit in there just fine earlier!"

"Ha!"

"Soooo mortifying, huh?"

"You know I get distracted easily..."

"Some guilty conscience you've got." She sat up.

"Better than yours." He grabbed the tattered ends of her choker and used them to pull her closer. "C'mere..."

He pressed his lips against hers and rolled over to be on top of her, he sank his teeth gently into her shoulder as he grinded his stirring erection against the folds of her newly deflowered pussy.

"G-Gently... Gently, God damnit!"

///

Ashley woke up with wide eyes. It wasn't the first dream like that she'd had, but it was definitely the most vivid. She looked over at her brother, whose face was bright red.

"So... did ya sleep well?" She smirked.

"Oh, shit, you're awake!" He sat up, unceremoniously stretching his shirt over the front of his pants to hide a strained tent.

"Good morning to you too." She sat up as well. "Did you get any visions?"

"N-No!"

"Oh, so you have dreams like that a lot?"

"NO!!"

"Ha! I knew it! You saw it too!" She stood on the bed and pointed at her brother who was hastily getting out of the bed. "Quite the vision, huh? Biiiggg Brooottthherrr?"

"That was not a vision! The demon's just... messing with us... yeah, that's it! It's trying to get us for trying to get two visions for the price of one!"

"Oh, please."

"That's the only thing that makes sense. I mean, it was your trinket, I shouldn't have tried to use it."

"Sure, sure, keep selling it. I'm totally buying."

"Fuck you!"

"Yeah, you just might." She teased.

"Do you honestly think that??"

"Hahahaha!! I don't know, you tell me!"

"...Listen here..."

"Spare me, I don't wanna hear it. We desecrated and ate our parents' corpses last night, and you're freaking out about getting laid?"

"Nobody's getting laid!"

"Is this really such a big deal to you?"

"....We're not like that, are we? We're never gonna do that, are we?"

"I don't know. I mean, I always kinda imagined it'd go there eventually."

"...No... N-No, it's not gonna be like that, it's never gonna be like that..."

"Never say never, Andy, my dear!"

He buried his face in his palms, letting his shirt come up and expose the rather eye-catching bulge in his pants. Andrew noticed through the gaps of his fingers her biting her lip with a smirk as she stared down at the shape, quickly grabbing his dirty clothes off the ground and using them to shield himself from her wanting gaze.

"I'm gonna go shower..." He muttered as he slinked out the door.

"Want me to join?"

"NO!"

He rushed down to the basement, and Ashley grinned as she reminisced about the dream, laying back down in bed and sniffing the pillow that he laid on. She groaned with ecstasy as she got high off the scent of his unwashed hair, reaching under her black panties to rub her aching labia.

"Fuck... Andy..."

She sat up in bed before she reached her climax, getting up and walking down the creaky stairs, stopping just around the corner of the staircase and rearing her head around to catch a peak at her brother. He was stroking himself viciously as the steam from the hot shower clouded his legs.

She ran her hand back under her underwear and used the other one to pinch and tug at her hard nipples as she listened to his gravelly moans.

"Leyley..." He whimpered, making her insert a finger into her soaked cunt with a quiet whine.

She peeked around the corner again to catch a glance at his length. "God, no wonder those hussies are all over him." She thought to herself, admiring the beastly thing. He groaned deeply as his sperm exploded across the shower floor, falling against the glass wall to keep himself propped up as his knees grew weak.

At the same time, Ashley orgasmed, covering her mouth with her hand as she attacked her pussy and, in return, received a set of joy-covered fingers. She heard the water shut off and scurried upstairs, sucking and licking on her fingers to clean herself up.

She ran to the kitchen and began hastily making coffee, smirking as she heard him creak up the stairs. His hair was still wet, and his face was red with a mixture of blush and shower heat.

"Have a good shower?" She teased, looking over at him.

He couldn't make eye contact. "Yeah, why?"

"Just curious. So, do you wanna make breakfast here or go out somewhere?"

"I'm not really hungry, we ate a lot yesterday."

"I'm still hungry from the three months of not eating."

"I can make you something, I guess. It'd be better than to keep spending money." He opened up the fridge, spying eggs. She lit up at the idea. Andrew grabbed the eggs, cracked two, and dropped them into a pan. His sister watched over his shoulder as the eggs sizzled on the stove, and after a few minutes, she had a plate with eggs and toast.

"Thanks, Andy!"

"Andrew." He corrected, she stuck her tongue out in response.

She sat down at the table and began devouring her breakfast, Andrew sipped on his coffee and lit up a cigarette, the spark catching her attention.

"I'd prefer it if you didn't smoke inside."

"Let me have my vices, woman."

She finished her eggs. "So, what's today's plan?"

"Find fake IDs, start looking for a place to live. We got a few thousand dollars from Mom and Dad, so that should get us somewhere."

"Couldn't we just use Mom and Dad's IDs?"

"No, it'd be too close to our actual names."

"C'mon..." She whined, "It'd be so easy! We could be the new and improved Mr. and Mrs. Graves!"

"No."

"Pleeeaaassee?"

"Fine." He sighed, not wanting to start a fight. He sat up, walked to the bedroom, and came back with the IDs, flicking them onto the table.

"So, we're now Susan and Anthony Graves."

"Susan?"

"That's the name on the card."

"Do I look like a Susan to you?"

"Do you want to use their IDs or not?" He snapped.

"Fine, fine, Anthony."

"These should work for a while. Change clothes and pack up, we're leaving."

"Already?"

"Pack up!"

She stood up and went to the bedroom, changing into her only set of clothes. She kept the shirt, it was much more comfortable to sleep in than her shorts. Andrew walked into the room after a few, "C'mon, hurry it up."

"Why are you in such a rush?"

"Just get in the car, Ley-" He caught himself, "Ashley."

She did as he said, walking out into the brisk mid-morning air, journeying with her brother back up the sidewalk to where their stolen vehicle sat. She wrapped her arm under his and pressed her head against his shoulder. He gave her a confused glance.

"It's cold out." She smiled, nuzzling her face against his fuzzy sweater.

"It'd be warmer if you wore more clothes."

"You're all the warmth I need."

He hid his smile, "So, did you get everything? Didn't forget your good bra again, cause I'm not driving back here to get it."

"Nope!" She pulled on the cut of her top to reveal the top of the polka-dotted piece, making her brother blush madly.

"Put that away, we're in public." He muttered.

"What? Afraid you're gonna have another vision?"

"Shut up."

They made it to the car after a deathly long bout of teasing from Ashley. They hopped in, and Andrew started the engine.

"So, what's the plan?"

"I can't tell you it just yet, I need to work out some of the kinks. But, step one should be complete."

"And what does step one involve?"

"Leaving the country."

"What?"

"Leaving the country, Ashley. Normal people live in normal countries, they don't live in bumfuck little places so rural that they aren't even on maps like we do."

"But we're not normal, Andrew."

"But I want to be." He sighed. "Please? I promise it'll work out."

"So where are we going?"

"Well, if we leave now, and if traffic's good, we should be able to reach Berlin by sunset. So, you ready?"

She stayed silent.

"It could be like our old adventures. C'mon..." He trailed off. "c'mon, Leyley."

She perked up at the old name.

"Let's go to Berlin!" She grinned.

Her hand was laid on the console, and he gently rubbed the back of her palm as he back out of the parking lot and drove off. Ashley's smile slowly faded as she looked up at her brother. He was growing to be different, and she couldn't tell what he was thinking; the stoicism at the sight of their bloodied and chopped up parents, the boldness in his new idea, it was troubling to her.

He was changing.




Chapter 3: Strangers in a Strange Land
Chapter Text
The two made it to Germany with little trouble beyond the bratty fits that Ashley broke into after every hour spent cooped up in the dinky car. He drove through the thin streets, past the brown-roofed buildings of the older part of the city, eventually parking next to a bar.

The girl looked up at the decrepit pub, the stone of the wall was cracking at the base, the old wooden sign at the front had certainly seen better days. "Is this where we're staying? That motel was shitty, but I'm not sleeping on whatever rat-infested bed this place has."

"I know, I know, the spoiled princess doesn't sleep on anything but the finest of silks." He spat. "No, this isn't where we're staying. You were whining the whole way here, I need a fucking drink. This place looks cheap enough."

"Can I get something too?"

"I guess, nothing expensive though."

They popped out and walked into the tavern, it was largely empty, besides the bartender, a couple of burly looking men at the bar. A man nursing a beer lurked in the corner table. The bartender stood at nearly two meters tall, with shoulders wide enough to balance a cargo ship on, and a fiery orange beard.

"What brings you scrawny little things in here?" The man barked, wiping down a glass and looking up from a conversation with his patrons.

"Well, I'd like a drink." Andrew answered.

"We don't got IPAs or whatever you hipsters want. Fuck off." He leaned back down to his barflies, "Damn millennials, ruining the whole city."

"I'm sorry, I thought this was a bar." Ashley spoke up.

"What are you on about, missy?"

"I said, I thought this was a bar. Do you serve drinks here or is this just a filthy little hole in the ground?" She walked up and leaned on the creaky wood.

"You got a lotta' moxie, talking to me like that." He lowered himself down to her, still towering over her meager body. His eyes were as worn and wrinkled as the wood of the bar, and she noticed that his beard, as scorching red as it looked, was fading to gray. "I like that. What do you want?"

"Two beers, and then whatever he wants."

Andrew looked up, breaking his vision on his sister, "Oh, uh, whiskey, please. Strongest you've got."

"Coming right up." The man sprays beer into two glasses and fills a shot glass up with whiskey, sliding the three down to the siblings.

Andrew nods approvingly to the man as he takes the glass between his fingers, watching Ashley grab the two beers and scuttle over to a booth in the rear end of the establishment.

"So, what's this master plan of yours?"

"I can't tell you. You'll get all fussy and not wanna do it, I'll work out every kink in it before I tell it to you."

"Can you at least tell me what the next step is?"

"Find an apartment, somewhere to hold up for a couple of months."

"Wait, wait, wait, months? How long is this plan gonna take?"

"The rest of our lives, hopefully."

"What?"

"Ashley, our situation is very dangerous. We need to know what we're doing, we can't just run around doing whatever we want."

"Yes, we can. Watch me." She attempted to stand up, Andrew reached under the small table and grabbed her by the thigh before she could.

"Not here, we're in public."

His eyes weren't pleading or begging like they usually were when he was asking his sister not to be a total pest, they were more commanding. She sat back down against the old wooden booth.

"...Months?"

"Yes, months. We need to find jobs and lodging, hopefully near the river."

"Why do we need to be near the river? Are we chopping anybody else up?"

"No. We're leaving the cannibal shit behind us, okay? As long as everything goes to plan, we'll be living normal lives. Perfectly normal lives. Anyway, first thing is to find a place to stay, hopefully somewhere that doesn't mind two ID-less twenty year olds paying in cash."

"We have IDs, Andy, they're-"

He interrupted, "Those won't last for long. We don't look anything like Mom and Dad."

She caught onto how he didn't correct her usage of his name. "They worked at the border."

"That's because you flashed the worker."

"I didn't flash anyone, asshole, there was no nipple exposed. I just leaned over a bit to let the nice guard get an eyeful." She smirked.

"You shouldn't have done that."

"Aww, is my little Andy jealous?"

"No, it's just..." He blushed and trailed off. "...A-Anyway, we'll need new IDs soon enough..."

"New IDs?" A crackly voice from a table over startled both siblings. "You two tryna' skip town or something?"

"..." Both of them remained silent.

"C'mon, c'mon, I'm no narc."

The man was older, fifty something, bald, wearing a white button down under a zip-up hoodie.

"...In a way, I guess." Andrew spoke.

"I got just the man for you. M'name's Gene, I've been part of smuggling deals since before the two of you were born."

"And how are you going to help us, Gene?"

"I know a guy who works on the docks, real shady type, though nice enough when you get to know him. Get him two thousand dollars and a bottle of vodka, he'll get you those IDs."

"Two thousand dollars?" He looked shocked.

"Yep. He's on the docks every night between eleven and one. Get it to him, tell him what you need, he can get you anything on the planet."

The man stood up and began walking back up to the bar. Andrew began thinking on the matter. Ashley looked over at the older man, "What a freak." She thought to herself.

///

Two beers became three, three beers became four. Andrew's shot of whiskey slowly but surely turned into rounds of rum and vodka. Ashley was barely tipsy, but her brother was nearly passed out on the floor. After a while, she reached into his pocket and grabbed the fat wad of cash, threw enough money to cover their bill onto the bar, and guided him to the car.

She then realized she had no idea how to drive, and Andrew had consumed enough alcohol to kill a horse. There was a hostel down the way, and she walked down with her hands up on his shoulders so he wouldn't fall over.

"C'mon, Andy, c'mon..." She whispered.

"Mmm..." He groaned, leaning onto her smaller frame, "...you smell n-nice..."

She walked the hiccuping man down to the boarding. A woman about their age sat at the desk.

"Hey, we need a room." Ashley said.

"Would you prefer a private room or a communal one?"

"Private."

"Alright, so just you two?"

"Yep, just me and my..." She looked up at her brother, his eyes lidded and nearly shut. "...boyfriend!"

"How nice." The woman smiled politely, reaching around the back wall for a key on one of the many hooks. "How long have you been together?"

"A long time. A long, long time."

"Any wedding plans?"

"Not yet, but here's hoping."

"Of course," She laughed, "they're all the same, my Eustace and I have been together for five years and he still hasn't proposed!" She handed Ashley the key. "Have a good night, you two."

Ashley and Andrew walked up to their room. More accurately, she carried Andrew up the stairs to their room. The woman at the desk leaned over to get a view of him, "Damn, she bagged herself a looker."

///

"I l-love you," He slurred, grabbing Ashley by the shoulders kissing her on the mouth and pressing her into the wall. "You're all I've ever... wanted..."

His mouth tasted like alcohol as she leaned into the kiss. "I love you too, Andy."

He grabbed for the hem of her shirt and began to pull up, she swatted his hands away. "Not while you're drunk. I want you to remember it, dummy!"

"Imma... Imma go to bed... G'night..."

He flopped sideways across the bed and almost instantly began to snore; it was the only bed in the room. Ashley sighed and walked over to the bed, laying next to her brother. She snuggled into him for warmth as she fell asleep as well.




Chapter 4: Dreams Do Come True
Chapter Text
Andrew woke up to the sight of his sister with her face buried in his chest. They were sleeping horizontally over a bed in a room he did not recognize. His head stung with an unmatched pain, and the new setting was spinning around him like he was at the center of a carousel.

"Fuck..." He whispered, trying to sit up but laying back down as his brain throbbed in agony.

His movement woke up Ashley, whose pink eyes looked up at him with a devious glare. "Good morning, you lush."

"Christ, what did I drink last night..."

"It'd be easier to list what you didn't drink."

"I didn't do anything stupid, did I?"

The memory came back to her of Andrew in a drunken stupor sloppily kissing her and attempting to pull off her shirt. "Oh, you were a maniac, Andy! You kept trying to make out with me, you even tried to assault me! Me! Your cute little sister!" She teased and feigned victimhood in her voice, while continuing to snuggle deeper into his sternum. "You were insatiable!"

"Ashley," He groaned, "don't tease me, did I actually do anything dumb?"

"You kissed me and tried to take my shirt off. I'm being honest."

"Ugh..." He covered his face with his hands in embarrassment. "I'm so so so sorry..."

"It's fine, you stopped when I told you to. You were quite the gentleman."

"...Still, I shouldn't have done that."

"I don't mind, Andrew. It's just, when we do have sex, I'd prefer if you remember it."

"The fuck do you mean 'when we have sex'?"

"It was in the vision! Its foretold in the stars or whatever."

"That wasn't a vision. It was the demon messing with us for being cheap."

"It was in the vision, it's gonna come true." She wrapped her hands around his waist. "And, since it's gonna happen eventually, why not get it over with right here?"

"This doesn't even look like the room the vision was in."

"Well, doesn't someone remember it well? Think about it often?"

"N-No, it's just..."

"C'mon..."

"Not while I'm hungover, Leyley, I don't need two headaches. I'm going back to bed."

"C'mon, Andy! Just, lemme suck your dick, I'll give you a taste of what'll happen in the vision, and if you don't like it, I won't pester you any more."

"I know that's not true."

"Why are you being such a pussy about this?"

"I just don't want to fuck my sister, why is that weird to you?"

"Why don't you want to fuck me... Am I not good enough for you?"

"Ashley, that's not-"

"I bet if one of your hussies was here you'd be all over her."

"Can you please-" He sat up in bed and leaned back against the pillows. Ashley was being more of a pain in his skull than the alcohol could ever wish to be.

"Do you not love me?"

"Of course I love you."

"Then why won't you fuck me? Isn't that what people who love each other do?"

"That's not what siblings do."

"Then don't think of me as your sister, think of me as your girlfriend."

"Why are you so obsessed with the idea of being my girlfriend? You're my sister, Leyley."

"I could be your wife if that's any better."

"That's worse!"

She climbed onto him and straddled his lap. "C'mon. I watched you jerk off in the shower yesterday, and I heard that name you were moaning. I know you're into me."

He blushed as she whispered her damning evidence into his ear.

"I know you wanna do it, Andy~. I've seen the way you look at me, I know you wanna just bend me over and fuck me 'til I can't think~."

"Stop talking that way, I'm your brother."

"I know. I know you're my brother, but I don't have to be your sister. I can be your girlfriend! And I'll be a much better girlfriend than those whores ever were." She pressed her lips against his.

"Leyley..." He moaned as their mouths parted, a string of saliva still connecting them.

"Stop being such a pussy and fuck your girlfriend, or, you can be even less of a pussy and fuck your sister. Which one will it be?"

"My... girlfriend."

"Good choice~." She kissed down his jawline. "My boyfriend is so handsome! I love his big green eyes, and his long hair!"

"Can you stop talking? Let me at least pretend its Julia or someone..."

She looked gobsmacked. "This isn't how it works, asshole! You gotta know you're fucking me!"

"Why? Why the hell do you need me to know it's you?"

"Because! Because it's me doing it! Not some whore, not some floozy, it's me! It's me doing it, because I'm all you need! Because I'm the only one you want!" She hopped off the bed and sulked in the corner.

"Ashley..."

"Leave me alone, the moment's over."

"...I'm sorry."

"Go get me breakfast!" She spat. "Get me something good, and maybe I'll think about accepting your apology."

"Fine."

The doormat extraordinaire returns.

He walked out of the small room, instantly being punched in the face by the light of the hallway. Attempting not to trip down the stairs, he exited the hostel and stepped out into the even more overpowering outdoors. The blinding sun, the screeching honks of traffic, the putrid smell of sewage, or perhaps that was just the central European idea of street cuisine.

Blurry-brained and teary-eyed, Andrew walked through the streets of Berlin, hunting down breakfast.

///

Ashley watched some game show on the television in the room when her brother reentered with a plastic white bag with the logo of some grocery store on it.

"What'd'ya get?" She said in monotone.

"Come and see."

He reached into the bag and pulled out a box of lemon muffins. Her vision lingered on the box, the clear plastic that covered the dry yellow dough topped with white, artificial, too-sweet frosting. She glanced back up at her brother. He wore an honest expression, his eyes were red and pained, mouth cracked into a pleading smile that begged for her not to hate him.

"Its not my birthday."

"I know, but, hey. For old times' sake, right? I mean, this is kinda like our old adventures."

She took the box and cracked it open, biting into the pastry. It was just as mediocre as she remembered, but for broken people like them, mediocrity was a milestone they rarely reached.

"I love you, Andy." She smiled as she swallowed.

"I love you too, Leyley."

///

The muffins were gone and the two were piled on each other, sloppily kissing and biting on each others' flesh. It didn't matter anymore, the last seal of decency Andrew had was broken; what was incest to a murderer? What was murder to a cannibal? He had committed some of the worst crimes humanity had to offer, but if the punishment was getting to make out with a hot goth girl who just happened to be his sister, he would gladly do time.

"Lets try this again, Andy. Do you want to fuck your girlfriend or your sister?"

"Sister."

She looked surprised for a second, before her face morphed into a devious smile. She kissed down his face again, echoing her earlier smooches. Her fingers wringed around the hem of his sweatshirt and she peeled it off of his skin, admiring his torso. He was cut with lean muscle on his arms and stomach, but beyond that, he was skin and bone, and she grinned giddily at the sight.

"I always thought you were really handsome." She smiled up at him as she continued to undress the man. She toyed with his button and fly, and dragged his ripped black jeans off of him; he was left in nothing but socks and baggy black boxers.

He panted above her as his cock sprang out of his underwear and slapped a shocked Ashley in the face. It was even bigger up close. She wrapped her dainty hand around his base, only covering about half of his girth.

"Goddamn," She admired while starting to stroke. "what have you been feeding this thing?"

She kissed on the tip, making him moan. It seemed he was quite sensitive. Her tongue trailed up the underside of his shaft, following the veins that snaked up his dick. She put the head in her mouth and attempted to take in down her throat, resulting in her gagging near immediately.

She reeled back and looked up at her brother. "Push down on my head."

"What?" He whimpered. "Won't that hurt you?"

"You're not gonna break me. I can take it."

He noodled his fingers through her hair and shoved down, making her take half of his throbbing erection with a garbled "Urk!", he threw his head back in delight and let out a low groan. She bobbed up and down on his cock until he pushed harder, making the tree trunk of a dick slide further and further down her tight throat. Andrew was in bliss as her tongue glided around the pulsing veins.

Her nose was eventually squished against his shaved crotch. She had tears in her eyes as she began to go up and down, greedily slurping and sucking on her brother's monstrosity. One of her hands ran up to his thin chest and toned tummy, the other fondling with his full, heavy balls. She could feel the heat of his churning cum inside as she toyed with them.

"Ashley, I'm gonna..." He whispered, erupting into a loud moan as he shot hot rope after hot rope of semen straight into her stomach. She popped the cock out of her mouth and let a final rope decorate her face.

"Mmm..." She tasted his sperm. "So, wanna go further? Or are you chickening out?"

"Further."

She slipped off her shirt and hopped off the bed, shimmying out of her shorts and panties, making sure to wiggle her ass and give Andrew a show before turning around and unclipping her bra. Her snow white flesh was free from the fabric cups, and Andy admired her nude form. From her brittle black hair down to her long legs, he felt she was Aphrodite incarnate.

Ashley pushed him off the bed and sat with her legs over the side, folded. She watched his shriveled cock perk back to life as she spread her legs to reveal her pink pussy, her puffy lips drooling with anticipation. He, on instinct, buried his face in between her thighs, lapping at her labia like a lost lad looting the dinner table after months of starvation.

She groaned and fell on her back, just letting euphoria wash over her. Andrew licked and licked and dove his tongue into her folds, trying to get it as deep as possible. He came up for air before sinking his teeth into the doughy meat of her thigh, eliciting a sharp moan from his sister. He nibbled on her clit, making Ashley slowly morph into a moaning mess.

"Andy!" She mewled as she sprayed his lips and chin with ecstasy.

He licked up her juices and climbed on top of her, lowering himself down to nibble on the frame of her ear. "You taste so fucking good..." He whispered, readjusting again to bite down into her shoulder, deep enough to draw blood.

"Andy..." She whined as she saw his red-stained teeth leave her arm and his curious pink tongue dot out to lap up the ruby rivulets. "Stop teasing and fuck me already!"

"Forgive me for wanting to put on a little show for you, darling." He looked up at her with a deep, needy hunger in his emerald eyes.

He grinded on her cunt and watched as she waited in an aroused anticipation. His tip kissed against her folds, squeezing around a soon-to-be-filled void that's been aching for him for as long as she could remember.

He filled her with his long, thick member and watched her wince and whine. She reached up and wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling him down for a deep kiss as his cockhead pressed against the gates of her womb. She was full. She was complete.

Two broken pieces finally put together. This sensation would've been the same no matter who they were; brother and sister, boyfriend and girlfriend, husband and wife; best friends or worst enemies. His cock was built for her and her pussy was built for him.

She looked up at him with azalea eyes, begging for him to continue. He slowly began to thrust in and out of her, peppering her face with kisses as her insides squeezed and milked his invading cock. Each thrust broke more and more of her resistance, which she berated herself for having in the first place; he slowly but surely made her insides conform to the shape of him.

"Is this really all you can give? I can fuck myself harder than this." She bit her lip.

"I just wanted to be gentle with you, it's your first time."

"You don't have to impress me by being loving or tender or whatever. Rearrange my guts!"

He picked up the pace, his swelled balls slapping against her firm ass.

"C'mon, Andy~! Don't you wanna get back at me? D-Don't you wanna hurt me for all those years of torment? Remember every nightmare? You're fucking the woman who made you have them, and you don't wanna... oh fuck... make her pay?" She looked up at him with a shit eating grin as he began amping the brutality of his thrusts. "God, I didn't even have to harass that hussy to get her to leave! With how weakly you fuck, I'm surprised she didn't leave on her own!"

"Shut the fuck up." He wrapped his hands around her neck and pushed her further into the pillowy mattress. She squealed as he squeezed, covering his cock in her sweet joy; she reached around his back to drag her nails into his skin.

He pulled out and flipped her over, climbing into bed and fucking her into the frame of the bed from behind. He slapped her ass, making her keen. "That's m-more like it!" She yelped, grabbing the pillow to bury her face in as her brother railed her.

He began to feel the electric sensation of orgasm race up his cock, and he quickly pulled out, shooting his hot goop all across her pinked asscheeks. Andrew collapsed into bed next to his sister.

///

Andrew lit up a cigarette and sat up in the bed, the scratches on his back screeching with a fresh ache. He took a long drag and spat out the smoke. A finger covered in chipped black nail polish poked at his cheek.

"Penny for your thoughts?" That familiar voice rang in his ear.

"No deal."

"C'mon, give me one word."

He looked down at Ashley, still hugging at the mascara-stained pillow she was using to muffle herself. Her face was painted with sweat and streaks of makeup, her hair was a mess, and hickeys and bitemarks formed a trail from her jawline, down her neck, ending on her shoulders and the supple flesh of her breasts. Her choker hung broken around her neck.

"...Mortifying."

"Huh, didn't seem like it a minute ago. I think the word you're looking for is 'gratifying'."

"Big words don't fit in your mouth."

"Oh yeah? Something else fit in there just fine earlier!"

"Ha!"

"Soooo mortifying, huh?"

"You know I get distracted easily..."

"Some guilty conscience you've got." She sat up.

"Better than yours." He grabbed the tattered ends of her choker and used them to pull her closer. "C'mere..."

He pressed his lips against hers and rolled over to be on top of her, he sank his teeth gently into her shoulder as he grinded his stirring erection against the folds of her newly deflowered pussy.

"G-Gently... Gently, God damnit!"

He picked her up and slammed her into the wall. "I thought you didn't want it gentle?"

She wrapped her legs around his waist and whined and moaned as he thrusted into her, his third orgasm of the day beginning to build. He tried to pull out, but her leglock made it impossible for him to escape in time. His sperm was shot deep into her, Ashley could feel each hot rope burning as it filled her womb.

She looked at him with love drunk eyes. "N-Now you can't leave..." She whispered.

"What was that?"

"Now you can't leave! I've got you, I've got you!"

"I don't see how this changes anything."

"You can't leave me now, you can't ever leave! You came inside me. What if you got me pregnant, Andy? You wouldn't leave your pregnant little sister to raise a child on her own, would you?"

"Leyley, what are you-"

"You're mine now, all mine." She wrapped her hands back around the wounds she left and tore into his skin again. "Mine, mine, mine. And I'm all yours, too!"

All his, all hers.

Forever linked.

Apparently dreams do come true.